f At&ERS AND CHILDREN
expand and blossom like summer roses ; this
time had come for Fenitchka. Dressed in a
delicate white dress, she seemed herself slighter
and whiter; she was not tanned by the sun \
but the heat, from which she could not shield
herself, spread a slight flush over her cheeks and
ears, and, shedding a soft indolence over her
whole body, was reflected in a dreamy languor
in her pretty eyes. She was almost unable to
work; her hands seem to fall naturally into
her lap. She scarcely walked at all, and was
constantly sighing and complaining with comic
helplessness.
*Yon should go oftener to bathe, Nikolai
Petrovitch told hen He had made a large
bath covered in with an awning in the one of his
ponds which had not yet quite disappeared.
'Oh, Nikolai Petrovitch! But by the time
one gets to the pond, one's utterly dead, and,
coming back, one's dead again. You see, there's
no shade in the garden-*
* That's true, there's no shade/ replied
Nikolai Petrovitch, rubbing his forehead
One day at seven o'clock in the morning
Bazarov, returning from a walk, came upon
Fenitchka in the lilac arbour, which was long
past flowering, but was still thick and greea
She was sitting on the garden seat, and had
i* usual thrown a white kerchief over her